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" But whose, Soames ? "
" There's Scotland Yard," answered Soames, gloomily.
" I believe they're very little good, except to make a fuss.
There's that fellow I employed in the Ferrar case. He
charges very high."
" I shouldn't care so much," said Winifred, " if it hadn't
belonged to the dear Dad."
" Ruffians like that," muttered Soames, " oughtn't to
be at large."
" And to think," said Winifred, " that it was especially
to see him that Val came to stay here."
u Was it ? " said Soames, gloomily. " I suppose you're
sure that fellow took it ? "
" Quite. I'd had it out to polish only a quarter of an
hour before. After he went, I came back into the room
at once, to put it away, and it was gone. Val had been in
the room the whole time."
Soames dwelled for a moment, then rejected a doubt
about his nephew, for, though connected by blood with
that precious father of his, Montague Dartie, and a racing
man to boot, he was half a Forsyte after all.
" Well," he said, " shall I send you this man—his name's
Becroft—always looks as if he'd over-shaved himself, but
he's got a certain amount of nous. I should suggest his
getting in touch with that fellow's club."
" Suppose he's already sold the box ? " said Winifred.
" Yesterday afternoon ? Should doubt that; but it
wants immediate handling. I'll see Becroft as I go away.
Fleur's overdoing it, with this canteen of hers."
" They say she's running it very well. I do think all
these young women are so smart."
" Quick enough," grumbled Soames, " but steady does
it in the long run."
At that phrase—a maxim never far away from the lips

